VOYAGE    OUTWARDS	6l
§
. . , The very young visitor asks:
"And what are your impressions of New York, Mr. Ford?3'
his overcoat draped over my armchair, his hat beside him
on the floor.
I say:
"It makes me shiver when I think of Africa, over there in
the white sunlight. It's still there, you know, and I shiver
when I think of disasters to come."
. , . He does not want my impressions of the climate;
he wants me to talk about the skyscrapers- I say you can't
have impressions of skycrapers after you have been ten
minutes in Manhattan, and when we came in this morning
those glories of Gotham were obscured by the swastika.
What could you say about skyscrapers except "Oo-er" if you
happen to be from the East End of London? ... I said:
"The last Partition of Africa took place—began to take
place—in 1883. For thirty-one years the spoilers quarrelled
about morselling out the quarry. Then they fought. . . ."
"Were you ever in New York before, Mr. Ford? If so
was the Empire Building . . ."
, . . One does not notice skyscrapers in New York.
You might in Chicago where they are rarer. Here they are
just the goodly fruits of the earth. One doesn't have impres-
sions. One has one's job and goes about it at the bottom of
canyons. If you lived at the bottom of the Grand Canyon
you would not be looking up at it all day and uttering the
local equivalent of: OO-er! You might notice it if a special
sunset was got up for your benefit. . . . On such an occa-
sion Stephen Crane's Jimmie, Maggie's brother, said "won-
deringly and quite reverently, 'Deh moon looks like hell,
don't it?' "
. , . The young man said that his city editor had bidden
him collect my impressions of skyscrapers. He insisted that
it was my first visit to New York.
§
. . . Well, then: I was impressed when I first saw the Flat
Iron,  twenty-nine years  ago,  I was coming down Fifth

